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100 camera studies and the life story of 
America’s most provocative blonde 





movie star was what I had to be,” 


recalls Jayne of childhood ambitions. “A movie 
star’s all I want to be” 


By JOHN MAYNARD 









bag bit. I think 
yourself, I mean. 





On the difference between the sexes: “Men are men. 

women are women-that’s the best idea ever’ 






























“Why sure I’m an actress,” Jayne insists. “I’m good at 
anything I do.” And what’s more, she is too 
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getting in for visual tolerance the most fe 

lease. The Girl Can’t Help It. This is the < 
that co-stars Tom Ewell (“I don’t know 

















































“I’m one of those women who has to be extra—or I’m 





“I’m one of those women who has to be extra—or I’m 
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Jayne is not a chanteuse. Nor is the 
art of Terpsichore, her forte. However , 


























































pressing thing I’ve ever experienced. Then, I was sure I 
wouldn’t get the part. But Greg Bautzer and others were 
urging me to take it. They said they’d get me out of it 
after it’d served its purpose. But they didn’t. I got the 
part all right, and it’s the greatest thing that’s ever hap¬ 
pened to me, that and Silver Springs. I even learned to 
like New York. But never again! No more. Here I am 
and here I stay.” 

If Silver Springs was the pivot of Jayne’s career. Rock 
Hunter was the propellant. It was a springboard of really 
formidable dimensions. Overnight—literally overnight— 

came mildly hysterical. So did critics. Photographers were 
trampled in the rush. It was the damndest thing since 












“It’s more important to have a good script in your hand 
than to be seen hand-holding in El Morocco” 


the wheel. Rock Hunter had run a year before Jayne’s tion to a less-than-pocket-size-book concerning her and 

handlers were able to pry her loose, and in that time her alone and briefly titled, Jayne. Everyone understood, 

she snipped more ribbons and opened more department 


stores than a dozen politicians manage in a life-time. rihe dated here and there and yon (the breach with 

Meanwhile, she lived in demure quarters in the Madison O Paul Mansfield already had been affected); various 

Square Hotel, complete with her menagerie and Jaynie foreign accents; dress designer Oleg Cassini (who dis- 
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Wayward Bus 


Hunter? “Buddy 



Jayne thinks that being a symbol of sex is “sort of nice’ 


Her third most important asset, however, is believed 
by observers to break down to one point: wanting. 
Stars tire of being stars, and show it. Betty Grable, for 

because they’d rather go fishing. Then there are those who 
than on film for film’s sake. 


employers, a special commodity with a special style—-and 

welcome throwback to the era of the leopard-on-a-leash, 
the dining on gardenia petals and the bathing in cham¬ 
pagne. She waxes quite firm over the notion that she is 
not an actress but a one-shot freak. “They’ll see,” she has 
murmured tenaciously. “They’ll just see.” She also wants 



Cadillac convertible, a wonderful husband and 
wonderful bambinos. Success hasn’t changed me at all ” 









